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on paper (so frequently beyond the mark in both
churches and armies) stand in their case far be-
low their actual strength, whether we weigh them
in the scale of either temporal or spiritual power.
Other men may be counted by heads; these men
must be counted by heads and hearts; for every
saint is at once a priest and a soldier; the whole
Mormon population being, trained alike to con-
troversies of the spirit and of the flesh. Every
male adult has a thought in his brain, a revolver
in his belt, a rifle in his hand. In every house we
find arms; in the Prophet's chamber, in the news-
paper office, in the emigrants' shed, in the bath-
house, in the common parlour, in the ordinary
sleeping-room. On our first arrival at Salt Lake
city, the hotel, kept by Colonel Little, a leading
Mormon, was full of guests, and a small dog-hole,
without a chair, a table, a wardrobe, and with
only one camp-bed in it, was offered us by a
hasty negro for our quarters. Letters of intro-
duction, instantly delivered, brought friends to our
help; but the place was so crammed with visitors
that no room could be made or got, and iny friend
was obliged to accept Colonel Little's hospitalities
at his private house. There he found one of the
Colonel's wives reading to her group of pretty